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many other things. It is magnificent* That [he was
addressing W* T* Stead] is your journalism* There is
another kind which has no such great ambitions* It
is content to plod on year after year, giving wholesome
and harmless entertainment to crowds of hard-working
people, craving for a little fun and amusement* It
is quite humble and unpretentious* That is my
journalism*"

If he had stuck to his own kind, Newnes would not
have lost money on the Westminster; he would have
made another fortune to add to those which Tit-Bits
and the Strand Magazine brought him* When he grew
tired of pouring money into the sieve, Lord Cowdray
(Samuel Pearson) lent his support* Eventually the
paper was changed from an evening to a morning, with
an appeal that was meant to be popular. It still lost
money, and in time died.

The Cowdrays, father and son, might, as business
men of outstanding success and energy, have devoted
some of their energy to discovering what was wrong*
They let the venture make shipwreck for want of
capable business management. That has been the
history of many newspapers subsidized by men without
journalistic experience or interest.

The nineteenth-century newspapers which prospered
in a modest, steady fashion were in the hands of pro-
prietors who knew what they were about: either they
managed their properties themselves or they put in
capable editors and managers whom they could trust.
Journalism has been cursed of late by persons who know
nothing whatever about newspapers attempting to
manage them*

Two  disastrous   examples  of this   extinguished  the